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what was written on both their faces, and
I did not dare ask what was going to
happen.

At last my husband came and told me that
we were to leave the Residency, and try and
find our way to Cachar. It seemed worse to
me to think of going out of the house than
to remain there ; but whatever was to take
place had to be at once, and there was no
time to spend in giving way to the terrible
fear which possessed me. However, a further
cbnsultation was held, and it was decided to
make a truce with the regent, and put an
end to hostilities by coming to some terms
with him. A letter was written, which
the Chief Commissioner signed. It ran as
follows :

* On what condition will you cease firing' on
us, and give us time to communicate with the
Viceroy, and repair the telegraph ?'

While this letter was being written, the
colonel had ordered our buglers to sound